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Ten years ago, on 
Sept. 24, the Warren 
Commission published 
its findings on the assas- 
sination of President John F. Kennedy in Dallas. 

The shooting occurred on Nov. 22, 1963. The ex- 
haustive hearings, conducted by the late Chief Jus- 
tice Earl Warren and a commission of members of ^ ^ .. ww . 

Congress, concluded that^a young man, Lee Harvey ^ wa | c j visited his wife. Exactly four years after the 

assassination, we stayed at the Hotel Texas in 
Forth Worth in the suite occupied by the Kenne- 
dys. 


earning a dishonest buck, although I question the 
ethics of publishers who sold millions of copies of 
bent facts. 

The great city of Dallas is cooler now about 
the tragedy. 

IT WAS A time of national fever, 11 years ago. 
A woman showed us through the nouse where Os- 


Oswald, executed Kennedy alone. 

The report consisted of more than 10 million 
words, published in 26 blue volumes. I bought two 
sets because I was researching a book called “The 
Day Kennedy Was Shot.” 


The testimony and the depositions were poor- 
ly correlated and the photographic reproductions 
were often vague and blurred. The reason was that 
President Lyndon Johnson urged the Warren Com- 
mission to proceed at speed and reach conclusion. 

However, by reading carefully and keeping 
shears at hand, the millions of words could be refit- 
ted into notebooks on a minute-by-minute basis. 
The hours from 7 a.m., Nov. 22, to 4 a.m. of Nov. 
23, when Kennedy reposed in the East Roomjn a 
closed casket, became clear, comprehensible, in- 
controvertible. 

IT WOULD have been a bigger, better book 
for me if I could have hinted at a conspiracy, or 
proved that Oswald was a fall guy for shadowy fig- 
ures, or even that there was a connection between 
Oswald and Ruby. 

It was not to be. The wild writers made money 
spinning webs of suspicion, mystery and innuendo 
I could not — and would not — -stop them frpm 
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At Love Field, my wife drove a rented road- 
ster from the point where Kennedy left Air Force 
One to the School Depository Building four times. 
Each time, I made pictures with a t Nikon 1.4. It 
sounds, like a waste of time but, when the book 
came to be written, I could project each slide on a 
screen in my office and see exactly what Kennedy 
saw. 
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The man who excited my sympathy was Wil- 
liam Greer, Kennedy’s driver. He was a graying, - 
dedicated man and, when he heard the first shot, 
he stepped on the brake instead of the accelerator. 
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THE CAR slewed to the right. President Ken- 
nedy and Gov. John Connaily, then governor of 
Texas, were, in effect, sitting ducks for a moment. 
Greer retired from the Secret Service, even though ' 
no one blamed hifh. When I saw him, Mrs. Greer 
was ill of cancer. 

“The motorcade was moving at 11 miles per 
hour,” I pointed out. “From the sixth floor, Oswald 
couldn’t have missed no matter what you did.” He 
. was not consoled. 

So I pause today, and think of a gallant presi- 
dent, a pluperfect “pol.” I think too of Jack Ruby, 
who was sure he would become a hero if he could 
save Texas the cost of a trial by shooting Oswald. 
He was the only man to commit murder in the 

• presence of 40 million witnesses. 
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In slow motion, I see the president’s head fall- 
ing to the left, five inches of the skull floating out 
' behind the car, and the face burying itself in the 

roses in his wife’s lap. 
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We all remember because we can’t forget . . . 



